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The Coming of Fury 


1M NEWTON brought his horse to a sudden stop, and lifted a finger to 

his lips. His ranch foreman, Pete, riding beside him, pulled up short. 
Jim pointed. Old Pete stood up in his stirrups, and his leathery face broke 
into a wide grin. Beyond a distant ledge, forty wild horses were grazing 
on the new spring grass of the plateau. 

The two men watched in silence for a moment, then exclaimed in 
surprise. At the far edge of the cluster of animals, a jet black stallion had 
come into view. Slowly and protectively, he was circling the herd of 
mares. Jim and Pete thought him the most magnificent horse they had 
ever seen. From great tossing head to long sweeping tail, the stallion 
stood at least fifteen hands high, and every inch of him was black as coal. 

Pete's eyes gleamed with admiration. “Jee-hoshaphat!” he whispered. 

“You said it!” Jim muttered. His hand reached down and rested on 
his coiled lariat. 

“Not a chance, Jim,” Pete whispered. 

Jim spoke softly but eagerly. “We can try, mister—we sure can try. 

"Shore," Pete muttered, “we could try ropin’ a tornado, too." 

“Now,” Jim said, “move in slowly." 
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Standing motionless, the anxious herd watched the two riders( ^ 
approaching. Suddenly the black leader uttered an angry scream and 
charged through the center of the herd, which opened swiftly to give 
him running room. Jim and Pete felt their saddle horses shudder with 
fright. The stallion plunged toward them like a dark streak. But just 
before he reached them, he came to a sudden halt. Swinging his great 
head around, he neighed a shrill command. The herd wheeled 
obediently and raced to the safety of the forest. 

The black beast now faced the men squarely. 

“What a horse!” Jim muttered. “This is one animal I've got to have!” 

“Took at him,” Pete said. "He's gotta have you, too—in his teeth.” 

The stallion now sprang into action and began a mad war dance. 
Swinging his head into the air, he jumped high off the ground a half- 
dozen times, roaring challenges from his deep chest. Finally, having 
told his human enemies of his bravery and contempt, he turned and 





raced off to join the herd. 

Pete pushed his hat back. “Gosh-a-mighty—did you ever see a horse 
so full of fire and fury?” 

“Fury!” Jim’s eyes glistened. "That's it! You just named him—Fury!” 
Catching wild horses was Jim Newton’s business. He and his outfit 
| roped horses and broke them for saddle or harness. He sold the animals 
to rich ranchers all over the state—men like Charlie Stevens, who owned 
a big ranch ten miles north of the Broken Wheel. 
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The morning after Jim and Pete first saw the wild black stallion, 
Charlie Stevens rode down to the BW Ranch to pick up a string of mares 
Jim had broken for him. Pete met Stevens at the gate and told him 
excitedly about the leader of the wild herd. Later the three men stood on 
the front porch, talking about the stallion. 

“You say he stands fifteen hands high?” Stevens said. 

Jim nodded. “At least.” 

“Mebbe sixteen," Pete said. 

“He sounds like a horse worth 
owning, Stevens said. 

“Charlie,” Jim smiled, “some day 
youll come riding down here, and 
that horse will be inside the fence.” 

The visitor scratched his chin. 
“But how are you going to get close 
enough to rope him? You say he runs 
like the wind. Youd have to be rid- 
ing horses as fast as he is." 

“Gosh, I reckon yer right, Pete 
said. "Boss, how do ya figger we are 
gonna ketch him?" 

The owner of the Broken Wheel 
winked at his foreman. "Pete, I have 
a plan. 1 1] tell vou all about it after 
Ive worked out the details." 

Jim and Pete were on their horses 
at five o'clock the next morning, fol- 
lowing a fresh trail. Finally, when 
the sun was directly overhead, they 
came upon four mares grazing away 
from. the main herd. Whooping and 
waving their hats, the two riders 
galloped toward the mustangs. 

Three hours later, the wild mares 
were safely enclosed in the main 
corral at the Broken Wheel. 
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pe after eaa fell, Jim Fond a west: tigate of the corral and 
took a position at one side of the opening. Pete took 86 own station at the 4 
far side. On the ground between them lay a length of rope. Neither man "يي‎ 
made a sound. Shortly after eleven, they heard the four horses approach- . Ta 
ing the open gate, sniffing suspiciously. Suddenly, the mares made a dash 
for freedom. At the same instant, Jim and Pete raised the rope and lashed 
it around the gateposts. The mares slammed into it, screamed with fright, 
and dashed back into the enclosure. 

The men lowered the rope to the ground again and went back to 
their silent watch. Finally, as the moon began its climb, and the meadow 
and the hills beyond were bathed in cold light, they heard the mares 
nickering. Jim looked to the west. Was something moving out there? He 
glanced at Pete. Pete nodded—he had seen it, too. 

The mares now approached the gate again. Soft, excited gurglings 
came from their throats. Then they made a rush for the opening. But as 
the men lifted the rope, the mares saw it rise in the moonlight and re- 
treated again in mad fright. One of them raised her head and neighed 
hysterically. From the far boundary of the meadow came an answer—the 
full, deep-toned cry of a stallion! 

With hearts pounding, Jim and Pete lowered the rope to the ground 7٦ 
and stared toward the silvered hills. Not four hundred yards away, they © pu 
saw him coming— Fury! He came like an arrow, ears standing straight up, 
wide nostrils flaring, wild eyes reflecting the brilliant moon. 

The stallion saw the opening in the fence and rushed at it in a 
straight, true line. Not ten yards away, he stopped, flung his head back, IT 
and sniffed the air warily. Seconds dragged by. Then—slowly and regally 0 
—Fury moved forward and crossed the rope. b fi 

Pete let out a whoop and slammed the corral gate. The startled stal- | UM 
lion gave a shrill scream and rose to his hind legs, ready to do battle. He — | ን 0 
was a second too late—the trap had been sprung. چا‎ ኤሴ. 


የሽ | | 


The jet black stallion now belonged to Broken Wheel Ranch. a 4 E o i 
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Joey 
vERY spring, the white picket fence around the Childrens Home was 
painted. This year, the chore was entrusted to Joey Clark. Mr. Taylor, 

the superintendent of the Home, knew the boy was handy at such jobs 
and liked outdoor work. He also thought that if Joey were doing some- 
thing he liked, he would stay out of trouble. So two people were satisfied 
this bright Saturday morning—Joey and Mr. Taylor. 

Joey dipped his brush into the can of white paint and started on the 
last picket next to the gate. When it was finished, the up-and-down 
white boards reminded him of stripes on a zebra. He admired zebras be- 
cause they looked like fancy horses, and any animal resembling a horse 
was fine with Joey. He was what the other boys called "horse-crazy." 

As he stood there, Bud Harvey came along on his bike. Joey had 
always envied Bud, but not just because he had a job delivering news- 
papers all over town. Bud also had a mother and father and lived with 
them in a nice little house. 

Joey, at thirteen, couldnt remember living anywhere but in the 
Children's Home. As far as the boy knew, his parents were dead. But he 
often wondered what his father had been like. Joey knew exactly what 
he wanted him to be like—tall, slim, with skin bronzed by life in the 
open. And he would work with horses somehow—maybe on a ranch. 

"Hi, Joey!” 

Joey came out of his trance. “Oh, hi, Bud!” 

“What're you doing—loafing?” 
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Joey felt a little embarrassed. “Oh, I was thinking about something 
before getting started on the gate.” 

“Thinking about what—horses?” Bud grinned and handed Joey a 
copy of the Mirror. "Heres Mr. Taylor's paper.” 

Joey didn’t answer. His eyes were glued to a picture on the front 
page, a picture of a black stallion, and a name was under it in capital 
letters- FURY. 

“Oh, boy!” Joey marveled. 

“Yeah, that’s some horse.” Bud shoved his bike away from the gate 
and began pedaling. “See ya, Joey,” he called back. “I gotta get these 
papers delivered. My dad’s taking me to the rodeo this afternoon.” 

Joey didn’t even notice that Bud was gone. He sat on the grass, 
eagerly reading the story under the picture. It told about a young 

2 rancher, Jim Newton, and his foreman Pete, and how they had corralled 
the wild stallion in the dead of night. | 

A tap on the shoulder brought Joey back to earth with a crash. He - 

looked up, then scrambled to his feet. It was Mr. Taylor. | 

j “Joey,” Mr. Taylor scolded, “can’t you ever be trusted to finish a job?” 

"But, Mr. Taylor—” Joey began. : 

“The gate should be finished by this time. But what do I find you Fmt! = 

doing? Sitting on the ground, reading the comics!” | 

“I wasn't reading the comics," Joey protested. “I was reading about 

| Fury. He's a wild stallion.” 





































Mr. Taylor wasn't a cruel person, but Joey Clark wanted his own way 
about everything, and that made him troublesome. Mr. Taylor liked 
Joey, but unfortunately, there was such a thing as discipline, and be- 
sides, the paint job had to be finished. 

"Joey," Mr. Taylor said, “finish your job." n. 

Joey, without a word, picked up the can of paint and the brush, and Moy 
began to slap the paint on the gate. 

Shaking his head, Mr. Taylor gathered the newspaper together and 
made his way back to the house. 

By the time Joey finished, he knew he just had to see this famous wild 
stallion. Could he get Mr. Taylor to drive him out to the Broken Wheel 


il Ranch? That didn't seem likely, but Joey was determined to get there 
| somehow. 
۱ As he stepped back from the gate, his ears caught the sound of a 
band. He knew immediately what it was—the rodeo parade. PT j 
The other sixteen boys came galloping across the lawn. By this time ይያ 


the parade had swung around the corner and was approaching the "uL. 
grounds of the Children's Home. The band was playing "Deep in the ھ-‎ P 
Heart of Texas.” The boys shouted and waved. C 
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Behind the band rode the rodeo contestants, a long line of cowboys 
and cowgirls with tanned faces. The clop-clop of the horses’ hoofs on the 
pavement sent cold shivers down Joey's spine. He suddenly felt he had 
to get closer. With the handle of his paintbrush, he quietly slid back the 
bolt of the gate. 

Then he dashed out across the sidewalk. 

“Joey! Come back!” Mr. Taylor called sharply. 

But Joey was in the middle of the parade now, gleefully waving his 
brush with one hand and holding the can of paint with the other. Noth- 
ing, nothing was going to keep him from going to the rodeo! He pranced 
along with the parade and turned the corner. Ten minutes later, he was 
standing on Main Street, trying to hitch a ride to the fair grounds. He 
had completely forgotten that he did not have money to buy a ticket. 
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The Rodeo 


j jm excitement of Rodeo Day lit a firecracker under everybody in that 


part of the state. Jim Newton and Pete rolled out of bed early and 
had a whole day's chores done by noon. 

Jim put on a clean shirt and ranch pants, then walked out to the cor- 
rals to have a look at Fury. 

The stallion had not calmed down since his capture. He pranced 
nervously up and down the far side of his corral, and never took his eyes 
off Bart and Hank, the two bronc-busters, who stood near the fence. 

As Jim approached, he overheard something Bart was telling Hank. 

“¦ 80 one-a these days, I'm gonna take a club to that ornery black 
devil, whether Newton likes it or not.” 

“That’s the day you get tossed off this ranch!” Jim snapped. “Get 
tough with my horses and you can pack your bedroll and high-tail it out 
of here. Got that straight?” 

Bart gave a surly nod and spat on the ground. 

“Look, Jim,” Hank said, “Bart's a mite sizzled cause Fury come at 
him a couple minutes ago with his ears laid back and his teeth showin’. 

“Did you go inside the corral, Bart?” Jim asked. 

“Sure, I did. It's my job to break horses, ain't it?” 

“Certainly, but don't forget—a wild mustang stallion could kill you 
easily. You can't tame Fury by beating him. He's got to be broken gently. 
It can't be done in a day or even a week." 

Bart shrugged. “You're the boss." 

Bart was a drifter, moving from job to job. He knew horses, but the 
trouble was, he didn't know men. In addition, he had an ugly temper. 





Hank, on the other hand, 
was quiet and easygoing. He 
had busted broncs for Jim 
for a long time and was a 
good man to have around. 

Hank looked Jim up and 
down and smiled. “You're 
all slicked up. Goin’ to the 
rodeo?" 

"Thats right. You men | እ y 
can take it easy this after- 8 እ. (TENE 
noon. Talk to Fury a little. 4 5١ 
Try to get him used to the 
human voice.” 

“So far, that critter 
doesn't seem to think too 
much of the human voice,” 
Hank said. “Lookit him out 
there, Jim.” 

The three men looked 
toward Fury, who had 
stopped prancing and was 
trying to stare them down. 

Bart climbed onto the 
fence and shouted, “Hey, 
killer, come here!” 

Fury folded his ears back and charged toward the fence. Bart stayed 
on the rail until Fury was five yards away. Then he jumped to safety in 
a big hurry. The horse jammed his forefeet into the ground and bawled T 
his rage at Bart. | | 

Bart shook a hairy fist. “Holler! You'll soon find out who's boss!” 

From deep in his chest, Fury let out a noisy blast of air, spun around, 
and raced back to the far side of the corral. Jim and Hank laughed. 

“He sure told you off, Bart,” Hank said. 

Bart's face turned scarlet. He glared at Hank, then slouched off to- 
ward the bunkhouse. 
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“TIl take care of things, Jim," Hank said with a wink. "You and Pete 
get goin' and have yourselves a good rodeo." 

"Thanks," Jim said, and he walked back toward the house. “Hey, 
Pete!" he shouted. “Quit smearing your hair with goose grease and let's 


move!” 
| 
The door of the ranchhouse opened and old Pete came down the 


porch steps dressed in a new pair of levis, a green silk shirt with a red 


neckerchief, a white ten-gallon hat, and custom-made yellow boots ጠፊ: 


| two-inch heels. 
Jim whistled. “Well! If it isn't a movie star!” 
“Aw, go soak yer head!” Pete muttered self-consciously. 
Jim chuckled. “Come on, dude. Lets get rolling. 


' A moment later, Jim Newton and his foreman were headed for the 
| rodeo in their station wagon, the name Broken Wheel Ranch painted 
| on its side doors. 

At the fair grounds, there was a great deal of jostling and pushing on 


the ticket line. Everybody was good-humored about it except Pete, who 
grumbled because his new yellow boots were being trampled on. As 
they neared the entrance gate, Pete noticed a boy standing on the grass 
watching the line. He wore a T-shirt and blue dungarees spotted with 


white paint. There was a frightened look in his eyes. 
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Pete nudged Jim. “Lookit that kid there,” he said. “Whatta ya 
reckon ከ6 5 up to?” 

The boy was inching toward the ticket gate. The moment Pete 
handed his ticket over, somebody ran into him from behind, stepped 
on his foot, and almost knocked him over. It was the boy in the T-shirt 
and blue dungarees. 

“Hey!” shouted the ticket man. “Come back here!” 

Pete swung around to Jim in a rage, pointing to a skinned mark on 
his left boot. “Look what that kid done! I knowed he was up to 
something!” 

One of the guards started to chase the boy. But Joey lost himself 
in the crowd going into the grandstand. 

A bugle sounded, the gate at the far end of the arena was flung 
open, and the Grand Entry began. First came the band, followed by the 
flagbearers. Everybody stood up and cheered as the Stars and Stripes 
whipped past the stands. The contestants rode behind the flags. The 
announcer on the loudspeaker welcomed everyone to the rodeo, intro- 
duced the governor of the state, and then said, “All right—that’s it, folks. 
Enjoy the rodeo!” 
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The first event was bronc-busting. Joey ran down to the front rail to 
be as close as possible. He saw the bronc men pushing the horses into the 
chutes. Jim Newton and Pete were seated in the front row, alongside 
the chutes. 

“Hey, there's that ornery kid! Pete growled. 

“Yes” Jim grinned. “The boy who gouged your new boots.” 

Joey leaned over the rail and watched as the gate swung open and 
the first rider burst out. The boy was so excited that he didn't hear the 
clump-clump of boots coming down the steps behind him. A heavy hand 
clamped down on his shoulder. Startled, he jerked his head around and 
looked squarely into the face of the guard who had chased him. 

“Caughtcha!” the guard yelled. “Out ya gol 

“No!” Joey screamed. The sound of his piercing voice brought all the 
heads around. Jim Newton saw the squirming boy twist quickly, break- 


ing the guard’s hold on his shoulder. 
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The loudspeaker roared the announcement, “Red Sweeny, coming 
out of chute two on Thunder Lady!” 

Before the echo died down, the frantic boy leaped over the iron rail, 
dropped into the arena, and dashed in front of the chutes. 

“Hold it!” the speaker blared. “Hold the gate!” 

But Red Sweeny had already dropped into the saddle. Jim sprang 
from his seat and vaulted over the rail onto the ground. He grabbed 
Joey's arm and jerked him aside just as the chute gate opened and the 
bucking bronce stormed into the arena. The flailing hind hoofs missed 
Jim's head by a fraction of an inch. 

A shocked cry went up as the crowd rose to its feet. Jim held Joey 
close to the wall. Then he boosted the boy over the rail and climbed up 
after him. The loudspeaker opened up again, "That was a very cour- 
ageous action. Let's give that big man a big hand!" 

Everyone applauded and cheered. When Jim and Joev were seated, 
Jim grinned and spoke to the trembling boy beside him. “Well, son, how 
do you feel?" 

Before Joey could answer, the guard stormed into the front row, de- 
manding that Jim turn the boy over to him. Jim refused, and said he 
would pay for the boy's ticket after the rodeo was over. The guard 
argued, but finally stomped off. 

Joey, still pale and shaking, laid his hand on Jim’s arm. “Gee, mister,” 
he said in a small voice, “thank you—for everything. The only reason I 
jumped down there was because I didn’t want to be thrown out. You see, 
I didn't have any money, so I—I sneaked in.” 

"Sneaked in?" Pete said. “If you ask me, you roared in like an army 
tank!” He held up his foot. “Look what you done to my brand-new boot!” 

Joey's face fell. “Golly, did I do that? I'm sorry.” 

Jim chuckled. “What's your name, son?” he asked. 

“Joey Clark.” 

“Glad to know you, Joey. This is Pete, my ranch foreman. My name’s 
Jim Newton.” | 

“Jim Newton?” Joey's mouth hung open. “From the Broken Wheel?" 

“That's right.” | 

“Then you—you own Fury!” And Joey told how he had read the story 
in the newspaper and how he would give his right arm to meet Fury. 
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“No need to go that far,” Jim said. “You can meet Fury any time you 
like, Get your dad to drive you out.” 

“Thanks,” Joey said huskily. “I'll ask my—dad.” 

Jim gave Joey a sidewise glance. He sensed that the boy was 
troubled, but decided not to question him. 

The next event was bulldogging. As Joey stood up and looked toward 
the chutes, he heard someone call his name. It was Mr. Taylor, standing 
in the aisle with the guard. 

“Who's that?" Pete asked. "Yer father?" 

*Uh- not exactly,” Joey said. "He's a friend of mine. 

*Come on, Joey!" Mr. Taylor called. 

Jim patted Joey's arm. "Sorry, Joey, but if you know that man, I guess 
you'd better go." 

“No, Mr. Newton, I don't want to!” 

The guard began to push past the people in the row. 

“Thanks again, Mr. Newton,” Joey gasped, “You, too, Pete.” He 
shoved past Pete, bringing his heel down hard on the old fellow's boot. 
“Dang it!” Pete exploded. “You got the other 

















one!" 

Joey rushed along the row and raced up the 
steps to the exit. He ran under the grandstand 
and continued out through the main gate. 
Glancing back, he saw Mr. Taylor just coming 
from under the grandstand. 

Toey sprinted for the parking lot. He snaked 
in and out among the cars, looking desperately 
for a place to hide. Suddenly he saw a station 
wagon, with Broken Wheel Ranch painted on the 
side door. He turned the handle, and the door 
opened. He slid in under the steering wheel, 
closed the door, and climbed over the seat. On 
the floor in the rear of the car was a pile of horse 
blankets. Lying flat, he covered himself with one 
of the blankets and lay there exhausted. A little 
later, he was sound asleep. 
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Joey Meets Fury 


ካ ብው awoke suddenly. The parking lot was filled with laughing, noisy 
people getting into their cars. A door slammed loudly. Joey pawed 
the blanket away from his face and rose up on one elbow. The motor 
started, and he heard Pete's voice just above his head. 

“Okay on this side, Jim.” 

Ducking back under the blanket, the boy felt the station wagon pull 
out of the row and heard the crunch of wheels on gravel. 

“You aint extry talkative on this trip, Jim,” he heard Pete say. “I bet 
your mind's on that wild kid Joey, ain't it?” 

"Yep." 

“Ya know, Pete went on, “there was somethin’ I liked about the 
young critter—even if he did leave his heel bran on my new boots." 

Jim laughed. “T liked him, too, Pete." 

“Wonder if we'll ever see him again," Pete said. 

"I have a hunch we will,” Jim answered. 

Joey stifled a giggle under the blanket. 

The sun was sinking when Jim drove the station wagon through the 
ranch gate. As the car moved toward the corrals, Pete shouted, “Holy 
smokes—look!” 
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Jim took one look, stopped the car, and leaped out. Inside Fury's 
corral, Bart was backed against the fence calling for help. Fury was 
standing on his hind legs, his forefeet striking out at Bart. His teeth 
were bared, and his ears were laid back. Hank was tearing down from 
the bunkhouse. 

Jim sprang to the bottom rail of the fence and leaned into the corral. 
A second later, Pete was up beside him. 

“Grab his other arm!” Jim shouted. 

Jim and Pete gave a tremendous heave and jerked Bart up over the 
top rail. He landed on the ground outside the corral, his face purple with 
rage. For a moment he lay there wheezing. Then he stood up unsteadily. 
He glared at Fury and shook his fist. “I'll bust you!” he croaked. “Ya hear ar 
me, ya murderer? I'll bust ya if it's the last thing I ever do!” 0 
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/ a 1 P a Tim's face was stormy. He scanned the ground inside the corral. 
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“Ya wont find no club in there!” Bart rasped. He pointed to a spot 
near the fence. 1 had that halter, see? I was only trying to slip it on, 
but he come at me like before." 

Fury pranced along the railing, picked the halter up in his teeth, 
and shook it angrily. Bart shuffled away from the others and stood glar- 
ing at the horse. 

Pete caught sight of something out of the corner of his eye. "Well, 


fer gosh sakes,” he said, “we got us a visitor!” 

Jim looked, and there was Joey following along the fence toward 
Fury! 

“Joey!” Jim declared in disbelief. 

Joey's face was one big grin. He stopped outside the fence a few feet 
from the excited horse. “Fury!” he murmured. “Fury!” 
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The stallion stopped worrying the halter and stared at the boy. 
Joey raised one foot to step on the bottom rail, but Jim yanked him off 
the ground and shook him. 

“Doggone it!” Jim exploded. “Haven't you any sense at all? Dont 
you know an angry mustang stallion is about the most dangerous animal 
alive?” 

“How d ya git out here, anyways?" Pete demanded. 

“With you,” Joey said in a frightened voice. “I was in the back, under 
a blanket.” 

"Wal!" Pete said, “A stowaway! Joey, if I was your father, I d wallop 
you good!" 

“Yes, sir, Joey whispered. “I guess maybe you'd have a right to.” 

"Why did you do it, Joey?" Jim asked curiously. “I told you your 
father could drive you out any time." 

"Yes, Mr. Newton, I know,” Joey said miserably. 

"Wal, by now,” Pete said, “yer father must be havin’ fits about ya. 
Ill go in an’ call him. What's yer phone number?" 

Joey thought fast. "Uh — my,father hasn't got a phone.” 

“He aint? Thats funny. Doggone it, Jim," Pete complained, “now 
one of us has got to drive Joey all the way back inta town.” He peered 
at Jim through his shaggy eyebrows. “An’ I bet itll be me.” 

"Thats right," Jim said. “I've got a lot of paper work to do tonight." 
He turned to Joey. “All right, son, get back into the station wagon.” 


26 





“No, wait!” Joey begged. “Please! 
Cant I watch Fury for a little 
while?” 

Jim considered a moment. “Well 
— okay, watch him if you want to. 
But stand right here, Joey. Don't go 
any closer.” 

“Okay,” Joey said eagerly. He 
looked at the angry horse and 
grinned. “Boy, he sure is mad!” 

Behind Joeys back, Pete caught 
Jim’s eye and pointed first to the 
darkening sky, then to his stomach. 
Jim nodded. “We'll have supper,” 
he whispered, “before you drive him 
back.” 

Joey was giving all of his atten- 
tion to Fury. "Fury," he called in a 
low, loving voice. “Fury — it’s me, 
Joey.” 

The horse, if he heard, was not 
impressed. The only thought in his 
mind was to tear the hated rope 
bridle into bits. 

Joey raised his voice a little. 
"Fury. . ." Then he repeated sharply, 
"Fury!" 

Fury dropped the loop of rope 
and jerked his head toward the small 
figure on the opposite side of the 
fence. The stallion's large eyeballs 
showed white in the gathering dark- 
ness. 

Now that Joey had the animal's 
attention, he spoke gently. “Hi, 
there, boy... hi!” 











Fury's ears sprang up. He lowered his head and stared at Joey, his 
big round nostrils flared open. Joey extended his right hand, palm 
upward. Fury swiveled his head down to the boy's hand. 

“Fury—come here." 

The frightened eyes leaped back to study ۹۷۶ face. 

“Come on, boy—take a step . . . Come on, Fury—don' be scared . . . 
Please don't—I love you . . . Can't you tell?" 

Slowly—very slowly—Fury stretched his neck toward the boy. His 
nostrils spread, searching for a scent. Nothing broke the stillness but the 
sound of his rapid sniffing. 

“Come on, boy—I won't hurt you . . . Come on," said the soothing 
voice. 

Fury looked at the outstretched hand again and took a pace forward. 
Jim and Pete exchanged surprised glances. At that moment, Joey dis- 
obeyed orders and took a step toward the fence. Something told Jim 
not to break the spell. 

“Good boy, Fury!” Joey said, "Now, come on-try it again. Fury 
stood still, wary but tempted. “Come on, Fury—come on. 
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Fury turned his head and looked to the rear, as though checking his 
avenue of escape, should one be necessary. He looked at Joey again, 
hesitated a second, then stepped obediently up to the fence. Joey 
glanced at Jim, silently asking permission. Jim hesitated, then nodded. 
With his hand held out, Joey took the two steps which brought him to 
the fence. Fury stood his ground, his head out over the top rail. The 
wild stallion trembled visibly, but waited courageously for the first touch 
of a human hand. 

Joey placed his palm on Fury’s soft upper lip and rubbed it lovingly. 
The lip quivered, but Fury stood still, making small, friendly sounds in 
his throat. The two seasoned horsemen watched, spellbound. Joey drew 
a deep breath and stood on tiptoes. 

“Oh, Fury!” he murmured. 

Fury flung his head back and nickered proudly. Then he swung 
around and danced gaily into the center of the corral. 

Pete was grinning from ear to ear. “Wal, I'll be a son of a horsethief! 
he whooped. 

Joey’s face was radiant with joy. “Fury is my friend!” he murmured. 
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The One-Boy Horse < 


É መ finished his second glass of milk and reached across the table for 
another of Petes homemade cookies, Jim Newton glanced out the 
ranchhouse window and saw the last faint light of the evening. 

“Its getting late,” he reminded Joey. "Suppose you put some cookies 
in your pocket and eat them on the way home." 

Joey took a bite out of the cookie. *[-I don't want to go back, Mr. 
Newton. I want to stay here at the ranch,” he said. 

“Joey!” Jim said. “Youre a smart boy. You know you have to go home 
—right away. By this time, your parents must be crazy with worry.” 

“No, theyre not,” Joey said truthfully. "Honest." 

“Joey,” Jim said firmly, “you must start back right away. What's your 
address in town?" 

“Tm sorry, Mr. Newton," Joey said slowly, “but I won't tell you.” 

“Look.” Pete snapped, “quit actin’ like a mule. I gotta drive you all 
the way in, then drive myself back agin, so quit horsin’ around and tell 
us where you belong.” 

“I belong right here at the Broken Wheel Ranch,” said Joey. 

“Joey,” Jim began sternly, “If you were my son, Id—" He stopped and ۔‎ 
finished lamely, “—I don't know what Id do.” 

Joey looked at Jim. “If I were your son, Mr. Newton,” he said earn- 
estly, “I'd do whatever you told 6 to. 

Jim felt vaguely pleased. "Thanks, boy." he said with a smile, "but 
you're not my son." He laid a hand on Joey’s shoulder. “Joey, 1 think I 
know why you're acting this way. I believe you haven't got a father. 
Right?" 

"That's right, sir,” the boy said in a low voice. 











ጨመሙ፡፡ 


Z2 = ታታ 


ው chorea 









At last, Joey's story had been told. He had given Jim and Pete all the 
facts about his life at the Home and had described his dream of the life 
he really wanted. Joey felt better now and agreed that Mr. Taylor must 
be telephoned. 





Mr. Taylor was relieved to learn that Joey was safe. He asked that 
the runaway be returned to the Home as soon as possible and said he 
would notify the police that the boy had been located. 

“Pete, 11 drive Joey in,” Jim said as he hung up the phone. “I had 
some work to do tonight, but it can wait. Besides, I'd like to meet this 
Mr. Taylor.” 

Joey gave a wry smile. “Boy, I bet he'll have it in for me!” 

"Cheer up," Jim grinned. “Maybe itll only be KP." 

Pete snorted. "Whatta ya mean, only KP?" he demanded. "That's 
what I been doin’ on this here ranch for the last ten years, and all I got 
to show for it is dishpan hands.” 

"Cut it out, Pete, you're breaking my heart,” Jim said. “Three square 
meals a day and all the fresh air you can breathe, and yet you're griping.” 

Pete grinned at Jim and shook hands with Joey. “So long, Joey. 11] 
be seein' ya," the old man said. 

1 sure hope so, Pete," the boy 58101. 

As the headlights of the station wagon cut across Fury's corral, Fury 
jerked his head up and nickered. 

"G by, Fury!” Joey shouted. “Don’t forget me!” 
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Arriving at the Childrens Home, 


Jim was pleased to discover that Mr. 
Taylor wasnt the angry demon he 
had expected. Seeing that Joey was 
almost asleep on his feet, Mr. Taylor 
said, “I'm glad to have you back, 
Joey,” and sent him off to bed. Joey 
mumbled a sleepy good night to Jim 
and toiled slowly up the stairs. 

Mr. Taylor invited Jim into his 
study for coffee. After they were set- 
tled in deep leather chairs, the super- 
intendent said, “Well, Mr. Newton, 
Im very grateful to you. Tell me, 
what do you think of Joey?" 

"| think hes a great boy, Mr. 
Taylor. Jim described everything 
the boy had said and done while at 
the ranch. “You don't seem to be sur- 
prised by anything I've told you, Mr. 
Taylor, he concluded, "not even 
Joey's meeting with Fury. 

The superintendent shook his 
head. "Why should I be? Fury is 
wild and untamed—but then, so is 
Joey. Perhaps it takes a wild one to 
tame a wild one." 

"Maybe so," said Jim. "But to 
tame a wild horse also takes love, 
understanding, and intelligence. Joey 
has all of these qualities." Jim leaned 
forward slowly. *Would it be possible 
to adopt Joey?” he asked. 

“It might be—after certain inves- 
tigations and legal arrangements,” 
Mr. Taylor told him. 




















Jim grinned and leaped to his feet. “Okay. What do I do first of all?" 

“Talk to your lawyer. Hell arrange a court hearing.” 

At the court hearing a week later, Judge Morris approved the adop- 
|| tion and issued a temporary order. During the trial period, Joey would 
il be permitted to live with Jim Newton. Joey packed his things and drove 
out with Jim to Broken Wheel Ranch. 

Joey was completely happy. Evervthing about his new life at the 
Broken Wheel pleased him—the men, the ranch, and the large, sprawling 
house. Jim gave him a bedroom to himself, and to his delight, the boy 
discovered that the west window faced Fury's corral. 

A day or two after Joey had settled down in his new home, Jim en- 
rolled him in the valley school. On his first morning in school, the teacher 
introduced him to his classmates. 












“Boys and girls," she said, “this is Joey Newton—Jim Newton's son." 
The children applauded, and Joey flushed with pride. “Jim Newton's 
son sounded like the grandest title on earth. 

From the beginning, Joey called his new father "Tim," and as the days 
wore on, their affection for each other grew greater and stronger. In the 
mornings, late afternoons, and weekends, Joey stayed close to Jim, learn- 
ing the practical operation of the ranch. 

On the first Saturday they spent together, Jim led a gelding named 
Cactus from the stable and gave the boy his first lesson in saddling and 
riding. Joey was an excellent pupil, and within a few weeks was riding 
Cactus back and forth to school. 


Early each morning and at every free moment during the day, Joey 
hurried to Fury’s corral and stood close to the fence, talking to the 
stallion in soft, loving tones. At first, this worried Jim, but he soon saw 
that Fury always seemed delighted by Joey's presence. The only rule 
laid down was that Joey was never to set foot inside the corral until Fury 
had been completely tamed and broken. 

Fury actually seemed to look forward to Joey's visits. Whenever he 
saw him coming, he neighed happily and ran quickly to the fence to meet 
him. Within a short time, Fury allowed Joey to touch every part of his 
head and was particularly fond of having his ears scratched. 

Bart ignored the horse and made no attempt to approach him. The 
sullen bronc-buster still bore a grudge against Fury. 

In Tune, after school had ended, Joey spent many hours each day 
training Fury. The stallion learned to trust all human beings—with the 
exception of Bart—and allowed himself to be bridled. The day finally 
arrived when Jim, Joey, and Pete passed through the gate and gingerly 
placed a saddle upon the horse's back. It was a ticklish job, and Fury 

trembled with anxiety. He calmed down, however, and allowed the 
girth to be tightened. 

The next step was to accustom the horse to the weight of a rider on 
his back. 

“Let me try, Jim,” Joey said eagerly. “I'm not as heavy 85 a man, 80 


maybe Fury won't mind." 
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Jim thought it over and finally consented. Pete gave Joey a boost, and 
the boy thrust his left foot in the stirrup. Fury craned his neck around, 
saw that his would-be rider was Joey, and stood still. 

"Easy, boy—easy," Joey said. He threw his right leg over and landed 
squarely in the saddle. His foot found the stirrup on the opposite side. 

The horse stood like a statue. 

"Congratulations, Joey," Jim said proudly. "It looks to me as though 
Furys your horse from now on. 

"Did you hear that, Fury?" Joey cried gleefully. 

Fury threw his head up and gave a loud neigh. 

In the adjoining corral, Bart turned away in disgust. He had been 
hoping to see this green kid bucked sky-high. Joey's victory made his 
blood boil. If Bart had disliked Fury before, he hated him now. 

On the last morning of July, Charlie Stevens drove his horse van into 
the ranch to pick up some new stock. He loaded the horses into his van, 
then asked Joey to let him see Fury in action. Joey saddled Fury and rode 
him proudly back and forth in front of the barn. Stevens stood with Jim 
and Pete, watching with admiration. 





“By George!” he boomed. “That's 
a magnificent piece of horseflesh!” 

Joey swung Fury around and 
cantered back to the men. 

“Congratulations, son,” said Mr. 
Stevens. "You've done a great job 
with a great horse. 

“Thank you, sir, Joey said, dis- 
mounting. 

Stevens turned to Jim with a 
businesslike air. “All right, Jim, let's 
talk terms. How much do you want 
for him?" 

Joey uttered a cry of dismay. Jim 
gave the boy a reassuring pat on the 
shoulder. “If youre speaking of 
Fury,” Jim said, “he isn't for sale.” 

“What do you mean, he isn't for 
sale?” Stevens demanded. “Youre in 
business to sell horses, aren't you?" 

*Sure, Charlie," Jim said. "But I 
meant what I said—Fury isnt for 
sale." 

“Humph!” Stevens grunted. He 
lighted a cigar and peered shrewdly 
through the smoke: "Jim," he con- 
tinued, gesturing toward the ranch- 
house, “I happen to know you owe 
quite a lot of money on that house. 
What Td pay you for Fury would 
take a big load off your mind and'put 
it in your bank account.” 

Jim glanced toward the house 
thoughtfully. 

"Come on, Jim," Stevens prod- 
ded. "You could use the money and 
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you know it. What do you say?” 
Joey held his breath, waiting for Jim’s answer. 
“Sorry, Charlie, no deal,” Jim said. “Fury belongs to Joey.” 
Stevens threw his cigar to the gravel and ground it under his heel. 
“Okay,” he said, “there’s no use arguing with a fool. But let me tell you 
one thing,” he added, pointing to Fury. “That animal started out as a 
wild, vicious beast—and, mark my words, some day he'll revert to type. 
That's the day you'll remember my offer and hate yourself for turning it 
down." | 

The rancher turned on his heel, climbed into his loaded van, and 
drove away at a reckless speed. 

Pete took off his dusty hat and slapped his thigh with it. "That 
Stevens!" he muttered. 

Joey spoke in a small, frightened voice. “Jim—it isn't true what Mr. 
Stevens said, is it? Fury won't go back to being wild again—will he?" 

“Of course, he wont," Jim said, giving Joey a playful jab. "Now, sup- 
pose you unsaddle this ‘wild, vicious beast of yours, put him in the corral, 
and wash up for lunch." 
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Raid on the Ranch 


ATE one afternoon, perched on the top rail, Joey had been watching 
- Hank break a wild pony. Just as the bronc-buster climbed out of the 
corral and began to reel in his rope, Fury whinnied piercingly in the ad- 
joining corral. / 
“What's the trouble with yer pal?" Hank asked. 
“I don't know,” Joey said. With ears angled forward, Fury was stand- 
ing at the western edge of the corral, staring toward the hills. 
“Fury!” Joey called. “What is it?” 
Fury darted a glance at Joey, then turned his head back. 
“Looks like he hears somethin’ out there,” Hank muttered. 
“Tt sure does. I wonder what it could be." Joey ran to Fury's corral. 
But Fury paid little attention to his young master. For the rest of the 
afternoon, he stood at the fence, making strange sounds in his throat. 
The day had passed busily, and by ten everyone on Broken Wheel 
Ranch was in bed and asleep. 
Joey was restless during the night and awoke earlier than usual in 
the morning. He had an odd feeling that something was wrong. He sat 
up in bed and peered out his west window. Fury's corral was empty! 
Joey leaped out of bed and ran from the room, calling loudly for Jim. 
In a few seconds, both Jim and Pete appeared in the living room. 
"What's the trouble?" Pete asked. 
Joey's voice came from the porch. "Fury's gone! 
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The men rushed through the door and found Joey pointing to the 
empty corral. “He must have jumped his corral," Jim said. 

Joey's eyes widened. “Why would he do that?" 

“I don't know," Jim said, frowning. 

"But Fury ll come back again, wont he, Jim?" The boy was almost 
in tears. 

^I hope he will," Jim said. “Meanwhile, lets all look for him." 

As soon as all of them were dressed, they hurried to the stable to 
saddle their horses for the search. Just as they were ready to mount, Joey 
gave a jubilant cry and pointed toward the meadow. 

"There he is! He's coming back!” 

Fury was loping wearily through the gate of the ranch. The ex- 
hausted stallion stopped at his own corral and stood with his head down, 
waiting to be let in. Joey arrived, breathless, and threw his arms around 
the grimy, sweat-covered neck. "Oh, Fury, where were you?" he panted. 

Jim and Pete unsaddled the horses and joined Joey at the corral. After 
Fury had been led inside and the gate had been closed, Pete looked at 
the heaving, mud-caked horse and shook his head. 

“I never seen a horse in such a 
tur ble condition, he said. 

It took Joey several hours to 
get Fury back into respectable 
shape. When he had finished, he 
brought Jim and Pete to the corral 
to show them what a good job he 
had done. 

As they were praising Fury 
appearance, a rider galloped 
through the ranch gate. It was 
Charlie Stevens. Approaching the 
corral, the rancher glared angrily 
at Fury. 





“My ranch was raided last night,” he announced. ^I lost six horses!” 
Pete scratched his chin and looked up at Stevens. “Are you blamin’ 
Fury fer stealin em?" 
“I didn't say that!" the man shot back. “But I do think a wild horse 
raided my herd." 
“It wasn't Fury!” Joey cried. “Fury'd never do a thing like that!” 
| "Wouldn't he?" Stevens asked. “I happen to know that Fury jumped 
his corral last night." 

“How—how did you find that out?" Joey stammered. 

“Never mind how I found out,” Stevens answered. “Jim, you know as 
well as I do that this horse is still wild. Last time I was here, I told you 
that some day he'd revert to type. So now he's done it!” 

“Charlie,” Jim said, smiling, “Fury did break out last night. But when 
a horse is full of energy, he’s bound to break away once in a while." 

"That's no argument," Stevens said harshly. "Fury is a vicious horse. 
He ought to be destroyed!" 

“Now listen, Charlie!” Jim burst out. “You can't ride in here and—" 

“I warn you," Stevens interrupted. “If this horse ever gets loose again 
and comes up to my ranch, I'll take care of him myself!” 

The angry rancher wheeled his horse and rode away. 

From his window in the bunkhouse, Bart watched Stevens gallop 
through the gate and chuckled to himself. Early that morning, he had 
seen the empty corral. Hoping to make trouble for Fury, he had tele- 
phoned Stevens from the phone in the barn. 





















a m 
وی‎ LE 


ረ ٠ تچ‎ de 
/ Ni UES 


L/ P^ 


| 1 ~ 1 : 2 | = 4 EE : 
E: — መመ ور سے ےس سے‎ 1i 
li ايج‎ fa 4 

E ካብ ys i | €- د‎ 
M E = 


1 
| | ۱ | | ای ہر‎ 
M irs 





Li 4 [ፆ 


A 






L. 


: ኳ 

» || ሄ N 0/۵ 

vi 

ne‏ و 
are‏ 


7 





E ii i ا‎ 
— e = T 
— cr IN 
س‎ — $ s s 
LL —— i 


À LS | 

















\ 
ا 


| 
Mi 





RA 
| [ 4 1 





=“ سس 


The White Raider 















FTER Charlie Stevens had ridden away, Joey walked slowly to Fury's W መዴን 
corral. Seeming to sense his young master's anxiety, Fury trotted to NIY | 
the fence and whinnied. Joey laid his cheek upon the soft muzzle. In a | 
moment he felt Jim's comforting hand on his shoulder. 
"Dont worry about it, son.” Jim rumpled Joeys hair. "Lets get on 
with the chores, shall we? There's plenty to be done." 
| "Sure, Jim." Joey gave Fury a loving pat and walked dejectedly to- 
ward the stable. 
Jim watched the boy for a moment, then shook his head. "This is 
serious, Pete," he said. "Do you think Charlie Stevens will cool off?" 
"I dunno, Jim. After all, Fury did git out last night, and some blabber- 
| mouth musta seen him runnin' loose an' told Charlie. An' Charlie aint , 
the kinda man that can lose six horses without raising Cain about it." 
"Maybe not,” Jim said sharply. “But Stevens really got my back up- حك‎ 
riding in here and making threats." He turned on his heel. “Well, let's “4 
get to work." 
That evening, Joey skipped his usual after-supper ride on Fury. He 
knew the horse needed no additional exercise after his night of roaming. 
Joey went to bed early, and finally fell into a troubled sleep. 
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Sometime after midnight, he was roused by sounds of movement in 
Furys corral. He leaped from his bed and ran to the window. In the 
light of the rising moon, he saw Fury just clearing the top rail of the fence. 

“Fury—don't!” he pleaded half-aloud. “Come back!” 

The boy dressed hastily, but silently. Then he lowered himself from 
the window and dropped to the ground. In the stable, he saddled Cactus, 
snatched up a coil of rope, and led the horse to the ranch gate before 
mounting him. 

At a safe distance from the ranchhouse, Joey reined in and called at 
the top of his voice: 

“Fury! Fu-reee!” 

He listened, but heard no answering sound. Spurring Cactus with his 
heels, he continued onward. After an hour's ride, Joey saw a hill ahead. 
Cactus snorted and threw his head up. 

“What is it, Cactus?" Joey asked excitedly. 

Cactus whinnied softly and Joey reined him in. “Fury!” he called. 
Then the boy heard the neigh of a horse. It sounded strange, but he 
knew it was Fury. The underbrush crackled, and soon a dark, familiar 
shape appeared against the sky at the top of the rise. 

“Fury!” Joey cried. “Wait there! Wait for me!” 

He slapped the reins and Cactus shot forward. Joey rode to Fury's 
side and brought Cactus to a halt. 

“Fury!” Joey exclaimed. “You're lucky I found you!” He took a coil 
of rope from his saddle horn and looped it around Fury's neck. Fury 
snorted and jerked his head around toward the hollow on the opposite 
side of the hill. Cactus threw his ears forward, listening. 

“Do you hear something down there?” Joey asked, Now the boy, too, 
heard sounds coming from down below—the sounds of horses milling 
about in a corral. He stood up in his stirrups. In the silver moonlight, he 
saw a huge ranch spread out over many acres. On the water tower, in 
large black letters, Joey read the name: STEVENS. 

A wave of fear shot through him. “Mr. Stevens’ ranch!” he gasped. 
"Come on—we ve got to get out of here!" He sat down in the saddle and 
pulled the rope taut; but Fury jerked back, refusing to move. Both horses 
were staring down at the ranch. In the corral just below them, about a 
dozen horses were racing around, making excited noises. 
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As Joey watched, puzzled, a gigantic horse suddenly appeared from 
the shadows and moved quickly to the gate of the corral. The animal 
was snow white from head to tail. Fury reared in excitement, almost 
jerking the rope from Joey’s hands. Joey kneed Cactus in closer and 
wound the end of the rope around the saddle horn. 

The white horse lowered his head and gnawed at the rope loop 
which held the gate closed. The gate swung open a few feet. The white 
raider pushed it open still farther with his rump and bounded into the 

| corral among the screaming horses. Nipping them ferociously with his 
teeth, he drove them out through the gate. 

“He’s stealing them!” Joey cried. 

As Fury pranced about in feverish excitement, Joey watched the 
stolen horses race away through the night, urged on by the white raider. 
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The theft had been committed in less than a minute. 

“Oh, Fury!” Joey cried joyfully. “I knew it wasn't you that raided the 
ranch. It was the white stallion—not you!” 

Lights were coming on all over the Stevens ranch. Joey thought of 
going down and telling Mr. Stevens about the white raider. But he real- 
ized how angry the rancher would be, and decided to hurry back home 
and tell Jim. 

An hour and a half later, Joey rode into the Broken Wheel. He 
tethered Cactus and led Fury into his corral. The runaway stallion had 
calmed down completely and seemed content to be back home. Both Jim 
and Pete had been awakened by the slamming of the gate and were 
standing on the porch in their pajamas. 

“Whatre you doing out there?” Jim called. 

“Wait ll I tell you!” Joey shouted happily. "Its wonderful!” He 
bounded up the steps. 

"Whats wonderful about gittin’ us up in the middle of the night?” 
Pete growled sleepily. 

“Mr. Stevens’ ranch was raided again tonight!” Joey exploded. “But 
a white stallion did it! I saw him!” 

“What?” Jim exclaimed. “You actually saw the Stevens corral being 
raided?” 

“Yes, sir—right after I got the rope on Fury.” 

“All right, son,” Jim said. “Put Cactus in his stall and then let’s go 
back inside and talk.” 

As they were going in, Pete said, “Joey, me an’ Jim believe you, but 
what's gonna look bad is—what was Fury doin’ at Stevens’ ranch if he 
didnt go to the raid?" 


45 








M 
$ | 
፥ | 
| 
i 
! 
| 
፤ 





“I know it looks bad,” Joey said. “But I think Fury went because he 
knew the white stallion was out on the range somewhere.” 

The telephone jangled in the living room. 

“That'll be Stevens,” Jim said grimly. He picked up the phone. 

“This is Charlie Stevens!” The angry man spoke so violently that both 
Pete and Joey could hear his words crackling through the receiver. 

“Hello, Charlie,” said Jim. "What's on your— 

The voice cut in, “My ranch was raided again tonight!” 

^I know,” Jim said, and he told him what Joey had seen. 

“What? Don’t be ridiculous! If there was a white stallion running 
loose on the range, we'd know about it!” : 

^Well, that's the way it was," Jim declared. "Have you found your 
missing horses?" 

“No, we haven't!" Stevens retorted. "There's not a sign of them." 

"Im sorry, Charlie." 

"Sorry? How's that going to help? Listen to me, Jim," Stevens raged. 
“It’s mighty funny that all of a sudden a white stallion appears, and your 
kid is the only one who sees him. That boy's lying!” 

Jim bristled. “I don't like that kind of talk, Charlie, and I'm telling 
you not to repeat it until you give us a chance to prove Joev's story." 

There was silence for a moment. Then Stevens said reluctantly, 
"Okay, I'll give you that chance." 

“Thanks,” said Jim. “Pete and I will start covering the range in the 
morning. You want to ride with us?" 

“No. I'll go out with my own boys again." 

“Fair enough. I'll be calling you,” Jim finished. 

There was a click as Stevens rang off. Jim turned to Pete and Joey. 

“Mr. Stevens said I was lying!" Joey's eyes flashed angrily. “He'll find 
out that I'm telling the truth!” 

“I hope so, Joey,” Jim said soberly. He reached for the light switch. 

They started out first thing the next morning. After they had been in 
the saddle for eight hours, Jim raised his hand, and Pete rode up beside 
him and stopped. The old foreman took his hat off and wiped his face 
with his bandanna. 

“Tf that white stallion of Joey's is out here anywhere, he must be 
hidin’ in a gopher hole,” Pete sighed. 
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They had been following the rim of a box canyon. Jim looked down 
into the canyon. It was twenty or thirty feet deep. 

“No horses down there,” he announced. “Let’s ride north.” 

As they topped a small rise, Jim straightened up and pointed. 

“Charlie Stevens and two of his men,” he said. 

“Guess so, Pete agreed. “Wal—now comes the fireworks.” 

The three men rode up to Jim and Pete and reined in. 

"Well, Jim," Stevens began sarcastically, “did you find that white 
stallion yet?" 

“No sign of him so far, Charlie.” 

Stevens snorted. “Are you satisfied now?” 

Jim looked Stevens straight in the eye. “Charlie, if Joey saw a white 
stallion, then he must be out here somewhere. Pete and I are going to 
keep on searching. What about you?” 

“I'm a busy man," Stevens said. 11] play along with your notion for 
just one more day—but that's all.” 

“Thank you,” Jim said gratefully. 

“By the way," Stevens added, “I'm setting up an armed patrol to- 
night. If we spot any horse that doesn't belong on my ranch—white or 
black—we re going to shoot him on sight.” He gave a hand signal to his 
men, and the trio wheeled and galloped away. 
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5 HADING his eyes from the glare of the setting sun, Joey stood in the 

open door of the hayloft and looked out over the valley. Jim and Pete 
were still nowhere in sight. Finally, the boy saw a small cloud of dust in 
the distance. He thought he could make out two men on horseback. He 
prayed that when they came closer they would be leading a third horse— 
a white stallion. 

The riders turned out to be Jim and Pete—but the white stallion was 
not trailing behind them. Joey ran to the gate, shouting, “Did you see 
him, Jim? What happened?” 

“Nothing happened,” Jim said wearily. “We wasted the whole day." 

Joey’s heart sank. The men dismounted stiffly and led their sweating, 
dust-caked horses toward the stable. Joey ran along with them. 

“You won't give up looking—will you, Jim?” he asked anxiously. 

“No, we won't, Joey,” Jim answered quietly. “In the meantime, he 
added. "let's make sure Fury stays home tonight. After supper, we ll get 
a swivel stake and a lead rope." 

^What are you going to do to Fury?" Joey asked anxiously. 

“We're going to hammer a stake into the ground of his corral and tie 
him to it," Jim explained. 

Joey frowned. “Tie Fury to a stake? Hell hate that!” 

Ww Jim sighed. “Joey, I wasn't going to tell you this—but 1 1] have to. If 
c | Fury gets out tonight and goes up to Mr. Stevens ranch, he'll be shot." 
“Shot!” Joey was horrified. “How do you know?” 
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Far out on the lonely range that night, a wild horse raced like a silver 


streak through the moonlight. It was the white stallion. By some freak of € 
nature, this roaming creature had become a killer, A few minutes earlier, Im ረ 
he had been challenged by a younger stallion, which he had kicked and ے‎ Se— 


torn and bitten until the challenger lay dying. The crazed white killer 
was eager to do further battle. He thundered to the top of a butte and 
came to a halt. With his head erect, he bugled a challenge. 

At Broken Wheel Ranch, Fury threw his ears forward and jerked his 
head to attention. The rope which looped about his neck cut into the 
skin, causing sharp pain. Again he heard the distant challenge. Enraged 
now, he tugged and strained, but the rope held fast. Then, digging his 
forelegs into the ground, he threw his great weight backward against the 
rope, which broke just below the loop. When he regained his footing, he 
dug his heels into the earth and plunged forward. Clearing the fence 
with ease, he galloped toward the gate and the adventure which awaited 
him beyond the meadow. 
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“Mr. Stevens told us so this afternoon." Jim looked down into the * 
boy's white face and spoke earnestly. "So vou see, son, we haven't any $ ۱ 
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Charlie Stevens was riding night guard near his main corral when he* 
heard horsemen approaching at top speed. In a moment, two of his ranch 
hands appeared, breathless and excited. 

*Hey, Mr. Stevens!" one of them shouted as he reined in. "We come 
acrost one of our horses—a young stallion that was drove out last night. 
He's layin’ up there in a gully—dead.” 

“Dead? What happened to him?" Stevens demanded. 

“Looks like he was beat up by a killer horse,” the other hand said. 
“Man, he was tore up somethin’ tur ble! 

“Fury!” Stevens muttered angrily. He spurred his mount viciously. 
“Come on!” he commanded. 

The three men thundered through the gate and headed south. For 
half an hour, no living thing was seen. Then, suddenly, they saw a dark 
horse racing toward some high rocks. It was Fury. Stevens gave a tri- 
umphant yell and brought his mount to a sudden stop. Drawing his rifle 
from the saddle holster, he aimed quitkly and fired. The bullet pinged 
against the rocks. Fury reared up in surprise, reversed his direction, and 
raced southward, away from the men. 

Stevens jammed the rifle back into its holster. “A white stallion, huh?” 
he grunted. He waved his arm. “Come on, boys. He's heading back to 


the Broken Wheel.” 
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In the corral, Jim Newton flashed 
his light on the broken end of Fury's 
lead rope. He had discovered Fury 
was gone, shortly before. 

"Look here," he said to Joey and 
Pete, who had joined him. "Parted 
just below the loop." 

"It beats me,” Pete said. "Fury 
aint bustin' out at night just because 
he's got a wild streak. He's got some 
kinda instinct thats makin’ him do 
it." 

"You may be right, Jim said, 
"but—" 

He stopped short as there came 
the faint sound of a galloping horse. 
The sound grew in volume, and a 
dark shape hurtled through the 
moonlight. 

"Its Fury!" Joey cried in delight. 
The boy raced to the gate to meet 
, him. Seeing Joey waiting, Fury 
slowed down to a trot and lowered 
his head. The loop of rope still en- 
circled his neck, and Joey grasped it 
with both hands. 

“Fury—where have you been?" 
he cried. 

Jim hurried to Joey's side, took 
the rope, and returned Fury to his 
corral. While Jim and Pete were ex- 
amining Fury's legs, and Joey was 
fondling his head, the sound of riders 
reached their ears. Soon, Stevens and 
his two men rode through the gate. 
Stevens voice was thunderous. 
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“Now don’t tell me that horse has been here in the corral all night! 
We just chased him the whole length of the valley!” 

Bart and Hank came running from the bunkhouse. 

"Whats all the ruckus?” Bart asked. 
| “Fury was out again tonight,” Pete said. 
| ۱ “And he killed one of my young stallions!” Stevens boomed. 
| “It wasn't Fury,” Joey exclaimed. “Fury wouldn't do a thing like that." 

“You keep out of this,” Stevens snapped. He glared at Jim. "Tve told 

| you right along that horse is a killer. He's got to be destroyed." 
| Joey cried out in anguish. “No! Don't say that!” 
| Jim took the boy by the arm. “Joey—go on up to the house." 
| “But, Jim!" He looked appealingly into the tall man's eyes. 
| “Go on, Joey,” Jim said firmly. “Do as I say.” 
| Tears welled up in Joey's eyes and'spilled down his cheeks. With a 
| last look at Fury, he climbed through the fence and ran to the house. 
| “Weil, Jim,” Stevens said gruffly, “what do you have to say?" 
Jim made a gesture of hopelessness. “Fury will be destroyed. 
“It’s about time,” Stevens said. “You going to do it?” He slapped the 
stock of his rifle. 
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Jim shook his head. “I couldn't do it, Charlie. 11] get Doc Weathers 


out here in the morning.” 


"Ill do it, boss,” a gruff voice announced. It was Bart, who had been 
listening with a crooked grin on his face. "It won't bother me none to 
shoot him," Bart went on. "I got a rifle up at the bunkhouse. Ill put a slug 


in that killers skull and save va the vet's fee." 





"Fury isnt going to be shot,” Jim snapped. “Doc Weathers will take 


care of him the humane way." 
Bart shrugged and slouched away, grumbling. 


"Ill drop over in the morning to make sure Doc does the job prop- 


erly,” Stevens said as he wheeled his horse. “Okay, boys, lets go.” 
After the three men had ridden through the gate, Jim moved slowly 


to the fence and draped his arms wearily over 
the top rail. Pete trailed after him and spoke 
in a low voice. 

“Jim—did ya see the look on Joey's face?" 

Jim nodded. 

Pete stared, saying nothing. Suddenly Jim 
stood erect and pounded the rail with his fist. 
“What else can I do? We tried hard to find 
Joeys white horse. We tried as hard as we 
could." 

“I know we did.” Pete laid his hand on 
Jims shoulder. “I think mebbe ya oughta go 
up and talk to him. I—I reckon the kids pretty 
miser ble." | 

"Yes, Jim said huskily. ^I reckon he is." 

The tall man climbed the fence and walked 
toward the house. 
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(187 ۔‎ the ranchhouse had become dark and silent, Joey slipped out of 
bed and tiptoed quietly to the window. Fury was standing helpless 
| in the corral, tethered and hobbled. Pete had done a thorough job. 

| Joey gazed out the window at the fettered horse. If only someone 
eould find the white stallion, Fury would be saved. But no one could find 
him—no one but Joey had even seen him. 

“Nobody likes Fury any more except me, Joey moaned. Burying his 
face in his arms, he gave way to uncontrolled sobbing. Presently he 
heard a strange, forlorn sound in the corral. Fury was making, low dis- 
tressed noises in his throat, as though he, too, were weeping. The piteous 
sounds were more than Joey could bear. - 

He moved from the window and began to dress hurriedly. While he ~ 
was getting into his levis, a bold plan leaped into his mind. It was a wild 





ሙሠ፦ፍ፡፡‏ ہے سے 


| 

| > scheme, but Joey believed it might work. It had to work, he decided—it 
ھ0‎ E was Fury's only chance. ۱ 

EM 0۸ Leaving the house by the bedroom window, the boy crept stealthily 


to the stable and saddled Cactus. He led the faithful horse to the ranch 
gate, where he tied the bridle to a post. Returning softly to the corral, he 
slipped through the fence and began to remove the double loops from 
Fury's neck. The horse nuzzled Joey's shoulder and whinnied happily. 
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"Quiet, Fury," Joey whispered. “If you wake up Jim and Pete, it'll 
spoil everything." He crouched down and removed the hobble from 
Furys forelegs. “Listen,” Joey whispered excitedly, “even if you cant 
talk, maybe you can show me where to find the white stallion.” 

Fury was free now, and he looked eagerly toward the range. 

“Okay, Fury,” Joey said, leaping up. “Find him! Take me to him!” 

He gave Fury a sharp slap on the rump. The horse shot forward, 
leaped the fence, and bolted toward the ranch gate. 

Joey snaked through the bars, ran to Cactus, untied him, and vaulted 
into the saddle. Fury was already out on the range, heading toward the 
hills, 

"Let's go, Cactus!” Joey commanded. 

Once he was well away from the ranch, Joey called to Fury at the top 
of his voice. “Fury! Wait for me!” At first, the stallion paid no attention, 
but finally he stopped and looked back, pawing the ground impatiently. 
As the boy galloped near, Fury turned and raced on again. 








When Jim burst into the kitchen next morning, Pete was cooking 
bacon. "Where's Joey?" he demanded. 

Pete jumped. “Ain't he in bed?” 

“No— and Fury's gone, too! 

“What?” Pete dropped his fork with a clatter. "That's impossible! I 
had him hobbled an’ triple-staked.” 

“He didn't break away—he was freed.” 

Pete’s jaw dropped. “Joey done it! Pore kid,” he sighed. “I reckon he 
didnt wanta wait for Doc Weathers. 

“Pete,” Jim said grimly, “he could be in real trouble. Let’s get saddled 
up. Weve got to find him.” 

Pete turned off the stove and hurried after Jim. Within a few min- 
utes, they were ready to ride. As they were leaving the stable, Pete 
pointed disgustedly toward the gate. “Dang it, we got comp ny! 

Charlie Stevens had ridden through the gate, followed by his two 
ranch hands. Jim and Pete cantered toward them. 

“Morning,” Stevens called harshly. 

“Good morning, Charlie—boys,” Jim said, nodding. 

The visitors reined in. In the empty corral, they saw the ropes tied to 
the swivel stakes. Stevens scowled. “Has Doc Weathers been here 
already?" 

“No,” Jim answered impatiently. “Both Joey and Fury are missing.” 

“Missing?” Stevens shook his finger in Jim’s face. “Now listen to me! 
If you think stalling’s going to make me change my mind, you ve got an- 
other think coming!” 

Jim exploded. “Tve had just about enough from you, Stevens! he 
shouted. “That boy may be in danger, and all you can think of is your 
petty revenge because you couldn't buy Fury! Now, you and your men 
can do one of two things—either high-tail it off my ranch or ride out and 
help us look for Joey!" 

Stevens hesitated, realizing that Jim was dead serious. Finally, he 
said, “Okay, Jim, we'll ride along and help you look. But remember,” he 
added threateningly, ^when we find the boy—we also find the horse." 

“We'll cross that bridge when we come to it,” Jim said. He barked 
orders to the two ranch hands, “You boys ride the range to the south. 
Charlie—you and Pete and I will search the canyon country." 
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By eleven o'clock, the sun was unbearably hot, and Joey was burning 
with thirst. Fury had led him through rough, rocky country, but now he 
was riding among tall cedars growing so closely together that the 
branches whipped his face. Finally, to the delight of both Joey and 
Cactus, they came to a clearing beside the bank of a small stream. Fury 


k 
was out of sight by this time, but Joey slid to the ground and stretched 
prone on the bank. After soaking his head, he began to drink the cool 
water. Cactus moved farther down the stream and walked into it, where 
he stood in the water and drank noisily. 
After Joey had drunk his fill and was bathing his arms, he heard a 
crashing behind him among the cedars. Cactus threw his head up and 


uttered a frightened squeal. 
1 Joey raised himself to his knees and called, "Fury ... 2 
Cactus splashed hurriedly to the 
opposite bank and dashed inte the 
woods, whinnying in terror. 
“Cactus!” Joey cried. “Come back 
here!” 
The crashing behind Joey grew 
louder, and as he scrambled to his 
feet and whirled around, a wild-eyed 
horse emerged from among the trees. 
It was the white killer! His mane was 
matted with burs and twigs, and his 
hide was splotched with dried blood. 
Seeing Joey, he bared his teeth and 








NN made vicious sounds. 
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Alarmed by the maddened ani- 
mal, Joey stepped backward and fell 
full length into the stream. The white 
killer uttered a wild cry and stomped 
his hoofs on the bank. Joey flipped 
over and scrambled through the 


water on all fours. 











"Fury" he screamed. “Fury— 
help!” 

The crazed horse plunged into 
the stream and advanced upon the 
fleeing boy. 

“Fury!” Joey screamed again. 
"Fury" 

From downstream came Furys 













answer. It was a deep-throated cry 
which reverberated through the for- 
est-a trumpet challenge—the battle 
cry of the fighting stallion. — አ. 

The white killer jerked his head up and shrieked his defiance of the 
challenger. He was spoiling for battle-he welcomed it. Hearing the 
sound of approaching hoofbeats, the white stallion whirled to face his 
enemy. In a moment, Fury thundered into view. He came galloping 
through the stream bed, sending up a curtain of spray. 

Screaming with rage, the two stallions met in midstream. Both 
reared to their hind legs and struck out with their forefeet, their teeth 
seeking each other's throats. 

Joey staggered to the bank and watched the battle, tense with fear 
and excitement. The two horses crashed into each other. Their shrill 
whistling was fearsome and deafening, and their screams echoed from the 
rocky cliffs beyond. Both battlers knew instinctively that if they went 
down, they would be stomped by merciless hoofs and slashed by knife- 
edged teeth. Both stallions knew also that the fight would not end until 
one or the other was dead. 
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The battle raged for many minutes, and, finally, as their hind hoofs EE | 
cracked together, the white killer turned swiftly and leaped at Fury's m xd 
throat. With a quick shift of his feet, Fury jumped sideways. The flashing وت‎ 8 
teeth of his enemy missed his throat by a hair's breadth, slid down his Eu V 
body, and sank into his left foreleg. Fury sereamed in agony and reared so | mags | 
violently that the white horse was thrown off balance and released his um c3 
hold. Fury whirled and struck out with both hind legs. The steely hoofs ےہ‎ ጣሚ 
met the white killers jaw with a pistol crack, and his head was thrown s 73 
back with such force that his neck snapped. His legs crumpled beneath | 
him. He went down and lay still. | 
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Fury had won the battle, but the deep wound in his left leg was the 
price of victory. Bellowing with pain, he turned and managed to limp to 


the bank of the stream. But the injured leg would not support his weight. 
With a pathetic whinny, Fury sank to the ground, not far from his life- 
less enemy. 


Less than a mile away, Jim's searching party had heard Fury’s chal- 
lenge to the white killer. Changing direction, they raced toward the scene 
of battle. As they sped along, the screams of the fighting stallions reached 
their ears. They were still some distance away when Cactus came 
running toward them, his eyes wild with fear. 

Jim saw the empty saddle and was horrified. As the horse swept by, 
Pete reached out to grasp his dangling rein. 

“Never mind Cactus!” Jim shouted. "Let's find Joey!” 

As the riders plunged on, the battle cries of the stallions stopped sud- 
denly. The men reined in. 

“Joey!” Jim called. “Joey!” 

“Jim!” The boy's voice was faint and far off. 

"Where are you?" Jim cried. 

“Down here by the stream.” 





The five men galloped toward the sound of the boy's voice. They 
crashed into the clearing. Joey was crouching beside Fury, both arms 
around his neck. Blood was oozing from a deep slash in the stallion's left 
leg. 

"Look, Joey said solemnly, and pointed. The white stallion lay in the 
shallow water, beyond help. 

Jim leaped off his horse and took Joey in his arms. 

"Son, he said tenderly, "are you hurt?" 

“No, I'm okay,” Joey said, “but I'm afraid Fury’s hurt bad.” 

Jim and Pete examined the wound in Fury's leg carefully. 

Pete nodded. "It's bad,” he said, “but it'll heal. We 1 fix him up enough 
to get him back to the ranch, an then Jim kin call Doc Weathers.” 

Charlie Stevens dismounted 
slowly and came over to them. He 
reached out and patted Furv's nose. 
Then he put his hand on Joeys 
shoulder. 

"Joey, he said earnestly, "Tm 
sorry I said vou lied. I hope voull 
forgive me. Will you?" 





Joey looked at the man. "Sure, 
Mr. Stevens, he said. “Sure.” Then 
he grinned happily. “Jim!” he ex- 
claimed. "Fury fought the white 
' stallion—and he licked him!” 

Fury raised his head high and 
trumpeted a feeble cry of victory. 

"Atta boy, Fury—you tell em!” 
Joey shouted. 
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